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A Thousand Faces: everyday heroes (working title)  
a collaboration/culmination  
Of the Spring 2009  
“Fairy Tales Class”  
 
An exploration in Archetypes for the Actor  
And  
Ritual Poetic Drama within the African continuum  
 
Interrogating the hero's journey as designated  




Characters are an eclectic collection of the mysterious manifestations of the sixteen 
archetypes that were explored in class as they are in story and legends of past and present 
and perhaps future.  
 
All ensemble members will play multiple roles that are often defined by the actor within 
the framework of the relationship given in the script. The archetypes are not gender 
specific and could/should be played with or against the associated “type” given in the 
character name or description/assumption. i.e. “mother” could manifest in a million 
relationship dynamics in the patriarchal system of capitalism... i.e. banker... anyone who 
“cares for” etc. ensemble is wearing all black and will use various colored cloth (see 
chart below), props, and various costume pieces to enhance the manifestation of the 
archetype at any given time.  Cloths may be traded, exchanged, shared, given, received, 
torn away, forced on depending on the appropriate character shifts decided by the 
ensemble through exploration.  
 
Archetypes are split into color groups as designated by their fabric  
 
** each ensemble member will have something gold **  
 
BLUES                                                            REDS  
The Benevolent Leader (sky)                             Crone (purple)  
Lucifer (royal)                                                    Lover (blood)  
Warrior (denim)                                                 Maiden (pink)  
Destroyer (dark)                                                Mother (burgundy)  
                                    YELLOWS                                                       WHITES  
                                    Huntress (light orange)                           Oracle (gray)  
                                    Trickster (orange)                                              Gatekeeper (l. gray)  
                                    Child (pastel yellow)                                          Creator (silver)  
                                    Hero (gold)  
 
 
The stage settings are designated with ladders of varying heights, acting blocks, and 
projections occasionally the audience is encouraged to sing along and the words to the 
songs are projected onto the back wall with a “follow the bouncing ball”.  
At the entrance of the theatre/performance space the audience participants should see 
themselves when they both enter and exit... there should be a mood of fantasy, and the 
fantastic and terrifying the possessed and grotesque the mythic and the epic and the 
lobby/entrance should begin the audience participants experience. Including but not 
limited to decorations, paintings, music, princesses and wizards.  
There are projections of planets that turn into sacred places on earth then more 
specifically to the people of today fast paced cars, trains, bombs, cartoons, video games, 
school, rallies and protests, jails and state houses that morph back in time until faces 
become flowers and nature and we arrive... In the beginning  
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PROLOGUE- a hero is... I always knew  
CYCLE ONE- The monomyth  
    Dreams...  
    Dream-escape  
        they told me to hope...  
CYCLE TWO- Monsters and Fairies/ Demons and Angels....      
CYCLE THREE- Wake up/the call / assignment / heeding the call  
     something must change...crossing the thresh hold     
CYCLE FOUR- refusal of the call/ a living hell/ belly of the whale  
    able... am I ready.... ready... am I willing...  
CYCLE FIVE- initiation/ trials/ temptations/  
    the journey that never ends???      
CYCLE SIX- Fight for your life.... new... identity...  
    but I told them...  
    assignments...     
CYCLE SEVEN- Return.... triumph???    
    Mastery... attainment  
         
EPILOGUE-  
    the journey  
   
   
   
 
PROLOGUE- a hero is... I always knew  
 
MUSIC- they told me to hope prelude  
a duet.... acapella or accompanied by a single stringed instrument... a violin or a flute... 
we hear voices before we see a soul... we see in dim lights the movement of soul through 
space and time... as voices join in while “ghost walking” sounds from the word HOPE are 
explored until they turn in to HERO.... it becomes a quiet solid chant energizing but never 
rushed... until it becomes a call of the wild as the ensemble explore nature until suddenly 
all emerge as their “archetype”  
 
the following lines should not use the obvious type choice but rather something opposite in 
type..  
The lines overlap... coming in strong then fading in volume to give way so we hear... the 
ensemble explores within their “color” groupings...  
 
Nicole: Like, he has to be like, I don’t know how to say, like, he has to be like, 
extraordinary, you know, cuz if he’s not like the only one, he isn’t a hero, you know?  
 
Kelly Z: a hero is that boy that does the things that you don't want to do, you know?  
 
Ryan: A hero? Like a night in shining armor?  
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Brian: Um. Uh. Someone who. Um. Huh. Oh yeah, here, they’re kind of disgusting 
though.  
 
Shu: What is a hero? Someone who doesn’t back down in a fight no matter what the fight 
is.  
 
Bryan: I don’t know! You don’t even have to have powers to be a hero. And you can take 
care of people that are sick.  
 
Brian: Someone who can stand against the crowd to do what’s right.  
 
Dallas: A hero is someone who sacrifices something for someone else. That’s all I got.  
 
Nicole: What is a hero?  A hero is someone you look up to someone you idolize.  
 
Kelly M: A really hot guy in spandex.  
 
Stephanie: A hero is... something for white people. You got these white bitches getting 
into trouble, being saved by white guys on white steeds or whatever. Where’s the black 
hero, huh?  
 
Someone who puts their self on the back burner for someone else, is that good?  
 
Ryan: someone who uses their capability to help someone else who can't help themselves.  
 
Jasmine: I don't fuckin know. You're such a loser. What?  
 
 
CYCLE ONE- The monomyth  
    dream?  
    Dream escape  
 
sound/music: “musicbox”  
 
with a breath and on a dime the ensemble becomes several groups of children at all 
different stages engaged in children activities, games, studies... singing children’s 
“fairytale” songs I.e. some day my prince will come... once upon a time  
 
(maybe while they are not speaking they are either doing “the flower”... or “the bamboo” 
when it is time to speak they take on a new character/ archetype...) after your last time 
speaking begin the “dance of the death of the soul”  
 
the groups move in slow motion when not speaking and then spring back into activity as 
someone in the group...  
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Dallas: me... I'm no hero  
I always knew I'd grow up to be a mommy, just like my mommy and her mommy before 
her.  
 
I'm no hero  
 
Brian: I always knew I’d be a ballerina. Even when I was little and I only took tap. I knew 
that ballet would be my path.  
 
Bryan: I always knew I liked girls. All I wanted to do was lay next to my best friend. She 
had long hair and a pretty smile and was so…beautiful.  
 
Lauren H: I'm no hero  
 
Shu: How does one actually get a job as a Lego designer?  
 
Stephanie: I always knew he liked me better. He gave me the fizzy part of his soda pop.   
 
Brian: No hero  
 
Kelly M: I always knew that the ocean was my home.  It was the safest place.  
 
Ryan: I always knew I’d be adorable and beautiful.   I will be popular and have long hair 
and a boyfriend.  
 
Sara: no hero  
 
Shepherd: I always knew I didn’t fit in!  From the time I was really young I was 
different…all I wanted was to fit in.  
 
Kelly Z: I am no hero  
 
Nicole: I always knew I’d find some way to connect all of my dreams  
 
Dallas: I am not  
 
Tony: They told me I couldn't do it.  So I said fine.   
 
Jasmine: Not  
 
Bryan: Not  
 
Shu: They told me I couldn’t be the kind of dancer I wanted to be. Too big. Too Tall.  
 
Lauren H: No  
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Stephanie: Not  
 
Brian: I am no  
 
Kelly M: They told me I couldn’t drink all that liquor. Ha! But I wanted to prove them 
wrong. They said I couldn’t, but I could.  
 
Ryan: No  
 
Sara: I wanted to feel nothing, black out, and forget.  
 
Ashphord: I am no hero  
 
Kelly Z: They told me I couldn’t put people back together.   
 
Nicole: Not  
 
Dallas: Forge bodies with alchemy and souls where they shouldn’t be.  
 
Tony: No  
 
Jasmine: They told me I couldn't hop from star to star because of this pesky little rodent 
called gravity.  
 
Bryan: NOT a hero  
 
Lauren H: They told me I couldn’t understand.  
 
Shu: no  
 
Stephanie: That I would never see.  
 
Brian: hero  
 
Kelly M: I would never figure it out  
 
Ryan: what I really wanted.  
 
Sara: not a hero  
 
Ashphord: They told me I couldn't talk about naughty things like that.  
 
Kelly Z: They told me I couldn’t be a singer  
 
All: I AM NO HERO  
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a glyph of oppression becomes the dance of the dying souls transforms into famous Disney 
characters...  
 
 Dream-escape- Disney de-generation  
 
TRANSITION- several typical fairy tale Disney characters are in their stories living... 
some interacting with other characters some not... Cinderella is scrubbing the floor... 
prince charming is ?charming?... the wicked witch... each ensemble member takes on the 
obvious manifestation of their archetype in a fairy tale (preferably Disney) there is a 
balcony where prince charming is calling for Rapunzel... we hear several famous lines of 
text from Disney... someday my prince will come. Just ask the dishes... someday Simba... 
chosen by the archetype/Disney characters...  
 
Four groups sing snippets from the following Disney movies:  
1) Beauty and the Beast song  
2) Peter Pan song  
3) Pinocchio song  
4) Jungle Book song  
SONG- Dreams  
Dreams go on as deep as the ocean  
Impossibly shaping reality  
The writer’s dreaming on a page  
The paper screaming in ecstasy  
 
Chorus  
They told me to hope so I found a dream  
Rockets burning, dreaming in full swing  
I’m stuck here dreaming wide awake  
Dreaming, escaping my mind out to sea  
 
Chorus  
They told me to hope so I found a dream  
Rockets burning, dreaming in full swing  
I’m stuck here dreaming wide awake  
a dreamscape... escape....  
 
 
CYCLE TWO- Monsters and Fairies/ Demons and Angels....  
Dreams...  into nightmares  
 
TRANSITION- characters return/repeat the famous lines  which becomes a whisper as  the 
ensemble shifts into the dance of the daze...  
they become their mirrored contemporary selves...  
prince charming and Rapunzel might turn into a pimp and a whore... this depends on what 
the ensemble chooses for their archetype/character...  
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“Swallowed the Fly” song  
 
Humming of “Wedding March”  
Ashphord: A BRIDE: Dancing on Daddy's feet. I am his littlest girl. His little pride and his 
little lady warrior. Today I get to paint my face with make-up, and put on jewels. Daddy 
doesn't want me to go. He wants me to stay a little girl, in his arms with baby doll dresses, 
and sweet little girl kisses swing sets and songs that I make for him. "La la la la la la" He 
never wants me to be hurt by the bad things  
 
Kelly M: SISTER: I’m a princess. I am, I’m the prettiest princess in the whole wide world 
and you can be too, wanna play? Let’s put flowers in our hair and be princesses together! 
One day my prince will come, one day I’ll find the one…  
 
Ryan: A MOTHER: Forget about what you need, Eve.  What do you want?  Or, better yet, 
who do you want?  Oh, Eve... You sweet, stupid, foolish child.  You have the body of a 
woman, act like one.  I can teach you how to seduce him.  Eve, shh..... Be silent, Eve.  
Men don’t like a lot of blabber.  They think a girl who gossips is a bore.  
 
Shu: A LOVER: I know there is someone else. I sense you, I smell you. How-FUCKING-
dare you? I spring forth and you run away like a coward.  I smell her bed, I sense the fear 
she left behind. Do you know who I am? Do you know what my life consists of?  
 
Kelly Z: A PROSTITUTE: I am a woman unto myself. I need nothing.... we have a circle. 
I love with no vulnerability because I want for nothing more than my own necessities. It’s 
warm, and nice, it feels so good after a hunt when my wolves are resting and the moon 
helps to look out for them.  
 
Jasmine: TO WHOM IT MAY CONCERN: I want you.  I want your heart.  I want to give 
you my heart.  A heart for a heart.  I’ll show you mine if you show me yours.  Beating 
together.  Lub dub lub dub love dove love dove love doesn’t have to be so hard.  It can be 
easy.  Please please please.  
 
Lauren H: TEENAGE DAUGHTER: Yes, Yes. YES! Yes, yes, yes, yes yes- 
ABSOLUTELY. Yes, yes mommy. Yes momma, yes mother, yes mom, yes ma’am. 
Ma’am, yes ma’am. I. Am. Yours. Your. Possession. I have YOUR eyes. YOUR big 
smile. YOUR temper. MY will is all MINE. Sorry ma’am. Mom? Mommy? 
Mommy…Dearest.... OH!   
 
Stephanie: CONCERN: Ow ow ow! Stop you’re hurting me.  Killing me.  Suffocating me 
with your lack of interest.  Do you even see me anymore?  Am I here?  I’m sorry.  I’m 
sorry I’m not perfect and that I’m flawed.  I’m sorry that you didn’t see them at first.  But 
I saw yours and they are what made me love you. Please forgive me.  Please forgive me 
for assuming that you wanted me.  I was wrong to cling to a moment that probably meant 
nothing to you.  I’m sorry for hurting you.  It’s the last thing I ever wanted.   
 
Dallas: A YOUNG GAY MAN: I just wanna cry. I WANT to CRY. I have too much on 
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my heart. Too much. Very alone. And they know it. They know it and I want, I want. Hold 
me. Not like that. Hold me, innocent. Innocent. I am tired and unsure of what I am to do. 
What to do to make it ok. What to do. Before I crack, before I crumble, before I disappear.  
ALL: Disgusting.  
 
Tony: UNCLE/AUNT/BABYSITTER: Give me your soft pink sink little one. Let me feel 
you under my nails, the back of my hand caress your skin, the thing that covers your soul. 
Give me your eyes… just asking for one little thing lovey… One LITTLE thing in 
return…  
 
Brian: A CATHOLIC PRIEST: Here I am again in the arms of sex. Here I am again. I 
can’t say no. I can’t say no to Lucifer. I don’t know how. I am so easy. I don’t know why I 
thought I conquered this beast, but I can’t I am so weak.  
How sweet his hand feels on my face. How beautiful. Abuse, huh, NO not that. It sees so 
warm next to him, he is beautiful. They are always beautiful. I will not think of him. I was 
so easy…  
 
Bryan: A BOY: I want you to want me... I need you to need me. I want you to want me. I 
need you to need me. I want you to want me. I need you to need me.  
 
Nicole: YOUNG PREGNANT GIRL: Nauseous, Nauseous. I am a vessel. Ack. Lights 
from my eyes, lights from my mouth. Dark scary things. The earth will devour itself. Not 
in control. Not in control. Crying God. Why. Tired. No more, I cannot control. Sick 
nauseous. I want to vomit out these sounds. D you hear me? Crying. Not in control, 
completely out of control. Do you hear me?  
 
Sara: TEENAGER: Red. Red. Blood. Too Much Blood. It hurts so bad. It hurtssssssssssss. 
I don’t want to see this!!! Noooo! It hurts to see. Stop pain blood hurts. Too much hurts. 
Ow. Heartbeat fast Nooooo No sense at all what are you telling me to see? Make it stop. 
Please. I have to close my eyes.     What is this? This?! I see you blood-red eyes staring at 
me. STOP LOOKING AT ME! You are no good. You are ugly. Filthy!  
   
 
 
CYCLE THREE- Wake up/the call /  
            refusal of the call/ a living hell/ belly of the whale  
                assignment / heeding the call  
                     something must change...crossing the thresh hold  
 
TRANSITION on top of ladder contemplating the jump... ensemble members echo words 
and phrases of the piece as one to four people contemplate life and death...mortality... 
through the process of exploring they become nature spirits and pieces of the scenery  
 
“They told me to hope” reprise  
 
Brian: Tree:  A little boy wakes up in his village on his 7th birthday! He is extremely 
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excited about this birthday because it is tradition that when one turns 7 one has to venture 
out and find their destined hero.  He was so excited he could hardly wait.  
 
Bryan : Boy: I’ll be back everyone; I'm going to find my hero  
 
Tree: The boy wondered outside his village into the forest. He began to look all around 
him, thinking his hero was going to pop up and surprise him. He did not know what his 
hero looked like; he could have walked right by his hero and never notice.  He heard 
someone close by chopping wood, he ran to them.  
 
Boy: Are you my hero?  
 
Kelly M: Farmer: I am not your hero, I am a farmer  
 
Tree: so the boy pressed on. He walked miles and miles and finally saw someone else! 
This could be his hero!  
 
Boy: are you my hero?  
 
Ashphord: Robber: (while stealing: so he his whispering) How could I be your hero? I am 
a robber.  
 
Tree: So the boy continued on, it was getting hotter, but he kept walking. He came across 
another person under a bridge. ( Dallas )  
 
Boy: are you my hero?  
 
Tree: The man just gives him a longing affectionate look but never answers.  The boy 
continues to walk and it started to rain.  
 
Boy: do I have a hero? I do! I do! I know I have a hero! I am going to find my hero! I will!  
 
Tree:  
 So he began to run and rung as fast as he could. The Rain poured and the lighting split the 
sky in two. Days have passed and he is tired and has not slept, he comes to smaller bridge 
where he sees a shadow of a person. He knows this has got to be his hero!  
 
Boy: are you my hero?  
 
Lauren H: Ho: ha! No kid! I’m not your hero!  
   
Boy: Well, are you sure, maybe you are!  
 
Ho: no, how could I be your hero? I’m a ho!  
 
Boy: well have you at least seen my hero?  
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Ho: I don’t know, what does he look like?  
 
Boy: Um... maybe real tall and strong and …  
 
Ho: no… I haven’t seen him. Sorry kid  
 
Tree: so the boy went on. More days passed. The boy could barley walk anymore, he is 
crying hysterically.  
 
Boy:  Where am I? I want to go home. The farmer was not my hero. The robber was not 
my hero. The quiet man under the bridge was not my hero. And the ho was not my hero. I 
HAVE NO HERO!!! NO HERO AT ALL!!  
 
Tree: but the boy knew that he needed to find someone to look up too or he would never 
become a hero. He walked full of anger and disappointment through the heavy storm. All 
of a sudden a small figure walked up to him.  
 
Kelly Z: Girl: excuse me Mr. are you my hero?  
 
Boy: NO! How could I be your hero?!? I’m just a little boy.  
 
Girl: Are you sure?  
 
Boy: I’m no hero. Are you my hero?  
 
Girl: I’m no hero  
 
Boy: I'm no hero  
 
Both: I am no hero  
 
All: What?!  
 
The text echoes and is picked up by other members of the ensemble as they become their 
next character... these characters are returning to the idea of mortality...  
   
   
   
 
CYCLE FOUR-  
    able... am I ready.... ready... am I willing…  
 
MUSIC- The Song of the Seeker  
   
People are falling into spaces they can’t see  
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Strugglin’ in the dark  
Strugglin’ with themselves  
Oh to be free from all that is buried beneath  
Something is waitin’, waitin’ for me, for me  
   
And there are  
Ties that keep us together  
Bind us to the side of the heart of the monster  
Got to find some peace  
We need some peace  
To keep the giants at bay  
We need somethin’, somethin’ close to peace  
   
Chorus:  
So that one day we’ll fall across the sky  
And hope the wind stops at our feet  
And says hello  
Where have you been? Where have you been?  
Where have you been, oh oh oh  
   
I’ve been findin’ a place where we can live  
A place to call our own  
Where we can make love, and break love  
And make rules to break rules if we choose  
Oh the right, the right to choose  
   
Where have you been? Where have you been?  
Where have you been, oh oh oh  
I’ve been searchin’ for you  
 
 
Jasmine: 1- Silence. It’s a funny word isn’t it? Silence. What exactly does it mean and can 
you ever really achieve it? Silence. You can stop talking. No words. But that’s not quite 
complete enough. Silence. No sounds. That’s getting there. Its better but it still doesn’t 
cover everything. Can you really truly ever accomplish or receive total silence or is it just 
a façade to get you to listen harder to the non silence nonsense going on inside my head?  
 
Sara: 2- This is hard. I do not know where to go. Please understand that if I stayed it will 
be worse. I love you all. And when you are older maybe you will understand. I hope you 
understand. I left to protect you. So you can grow. I love you.  
 
 
Ryan: 3- Body turns. Twists. Arms out…shout, possessed People. Inside me I cannot free. 
FREE my mind reels in time back and forth. People appear in my head on earth Gods 
using me. Tearing my soul into small pieces of crumbs. Birds pecks at my being as I lay 
delivering a message. A message bigger than me. I am helpless. I am useful. Useless. 
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People seek answers from me. Do I have any? Anything? Nothing? Empty cavern. My 
body. An empty space filled with unending, infinite love and light. Feel the dark and 
twisting abyss. Wrenching pain and love swirl into me. Into one. All. Into nothing.  
 
Tony: 4- I hate you, Gods.  I hate this gift.  I hate them.  I hate that I can’t just tell them.  
Prophet.  Profit.  A prophet for a profit.  But none for me.  Just lock me away from 
everyone.  It’s so much easier that way.  Tell them I died or better yet, kill me.  Kill me!  
Let me kill myself!  I hate you, Gods!  Why do I have this gift if I can’t tell them or they 
won’t believe me?  Just let me die!  Every time you are raping my mind, body and soul.  I 
can’t do it anymore.  Let me die.  Please.  I am begging you!  I hate you!  I hate myself!  
 
Kelly Z: 5- I want to SMASH these selfish, unworthy creatures into the ground until they 
are no ore than a memory of dust. Dust, ground, memories, the earth-ALL of it I created! 
How dare you assume you know anything in that brain of yours that you created on your 
own? I own all of creation. I created ALL of your thoughts and qualities. How dare you. 
The darkness creeps in…it is colder. Tingles my face and sends shivers down my spine. I 
will regain control again no matter what it takes.  
 
Lauren H: 6- How much easier I come to welcome destruction than let creation in my 
body. Lightness and darkness swirl around my body, testing and tempting me…which 
shall I choose? The light plays on my face, burns a little. I squint my eyes and try to gaze 
at what is good about the light. It hurts and exposes me. I create and put forth all of this 
energy and for what?  
 
Shu: 7- please.... not ready.... help.... me.... hurts.... please.... truth... cant take.... help...  
 
MUSIC- Release Me  
 
Baby, release me  
I can’t let you go  
Unless you make me  
I try every night  
To win this good fight  
But baby, I can’t lie  
I’m losin’  
I just don’t know if I can take it  
But for the love of god I’m gonna fake it  
All I am askin’ you is please  
Destroy me destruct me bring me down to my knees  
 
Baby let me go  
I can’t let you go  
Unless you force me  
You try every night  
To start this, to start this same fight  
But baby I can’t lie  
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You’re losin’  
 
I just don’t know if I can fake it  
But for the love of god I’ve got to make it  
See me here beggin’ you please  
Do what’s right for me  
   
Baby release me  
Baby release me  
 
 
Dallas: This is hard.  
Jasmine: I do not know where to go.  
Sara: Please understand that if I stayed it will be worse.  
Dallas : I love you all.  
Jasmine: And when you are older maybe you will understand.  
Sara: I hope you understand.  
Dallas : I left to protect you.  
Jasmine: So you can grow.  
Sara: I love you.  
Dallas : I love you.  
Jasmine: I love you.  
Sara: I love you.  
 
TRANSITION- person flies.... is received and passes on... dance of the breath of life... as 
one characters soul leaves their body... the breath of death... turns simultaneously into the 
breath of labor/birth. Ghost walk. Pencil walk.  
Hebrew/Spanish/Chamorro readings at funeral by different priests.  
 
Ashphord: A WOMAN GIVING BIRTH: Round. Full. Short Pain. I have done it, it is as I 
knew it would be and it is beautiful. Peaceful. Whole. I know when the trees breathe with 
the wind, they are breathing me. When the sun shines down, it is I who feels its warmth. 
Hush little baby don’t say a word, mamma’s gonna buy you a mocking bird.  
 
Kelly M: AN ACTIVIST: I am who I am, I have the right to be here, and I have nothing to 
prove. I am happy. I am one with my people and I make no apologizes. You may lock me 
up, you may take away my sunlight, my sky and my breeze but try as you might you will 
never take away my joy. I hold on to that for my people.  I am lucky. I am wonderful and I 
am blessed to be on this beautiful earth filled with so much potential. That is something 
intangible that you may never take, starve, beat or scare away.   
 
Nicole: YOUNG WOMAN: Beautiful. I see her. She is what I want. I am very beautiful, I 
can do whatever I wish. I wish for her. Her eyes draw me they tell me it will be better over 
there. I am very beautiful, she tells me that and she can have whatever she wishes. Those 
fingers. Her hand. I can’t see but she smiles and I want to be inside her smile. Hand 
touching, she keeps her stare and I can’t look away. So beautiful. So calm.  It moves, 
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sliding down, down. Touching. Feeling. I have to be that hand. I want to be inside those 
eyes. She touches my face and I am not afraid.  
 
Tony: AN INMATE: 942 That's the number of houses I am responsible for. Now double 
that and you understand the weight on my shoulders. My life is not my own no matter how 
in control you perceive me to be... jail taught me that. My stint in jail was a humbling 
round. It helped me understand where my place in the lives of others was...I see my place 
in this world. It simply is bigger than me, simply bigger than me.  
 
Brian: A POLICE OFFICER: There is no air, no light, no sound, no music, no rhythm, no 
magic no…  
It’s just me and a beam of light. The sound of silence is deafening. The loneliness is 
heartbreaking. Is this what being a hero is? Being alone, people calling you when they 
need you, this is not for me, having to do what needs to be done cuz if not me, who? 
Living a life for all but me, meeting the needs of others but in this moment there is, clarity, 
life…  
 
Choice after choice after choice.  Chose this path, make that decision.  Inevitably there is 
only one ultimate choice, do you choose to live or die?  To live is to fight; never give up, 
never give in…giving up is choosing death.  I am prepared to always fight…I always 
choose life! It's bigger than me, bigger than me, my life is bigger than me...  
 
this song is accompanied by the dance of the first step...  
 
CYCLE FIVE-  initiation/ trials/ temptations/  
    the journey that never ends???  
 
The stepping/ journey becomes a dance... with music  
 
TRANSITION- proper cup of coffee...a court dance  
 
SONG: Proper Cup of Coffee  
   
All I want is a proper cup of coffee  
Made in a proper copper coffee pot  
I may be off my dot  
But I want a cup of coffee from a proper copper pot  
Iron coffee pots and tin coffee pots  
They are no use to me  
If I can’t have a proper cup of coffee from a proper copper pot  
Then I’ll have a cup of tea  
 
as the last line echoes the ensemble splits in to pairs and establish relationships that 




epic battle- “Fight for your life” THIS WILL BE A DANCE/MOVEMENT PIECE it begins 
between the pairings of oppression...utilizing the ladders and space/levels there will be a 
battle... a battle of light and shadow... people soon begin fighting themselves no longer 
being beat down by the oppressor now holding them selves down... as they attempt to free 
them selves and each other the oppressors bring out the big guns and it becomes a full on 
war....  we are now two armies in a skirmish  
 
it becomes a RHYTHM of BATTLE... various soldiers speak over the rhythm...  
 
Today is a good day to die!  
Die!  Die!  Die!  
My land!  My home!  My wife!  My son!  
My son  
my son  
Today is a god day to die.  
Why not today?  
 
Ryan: PRIVATE- FUCK YOU. What the fuck is there to celebrate? Oh, I’m alive. Is that 
it? I am alive and not lying dead in a pile of bodies? What about the men who are? What 
the fuck do you know anyway? And you know what? I will have a beer. I will have a beer 
not in celebration but in memory and honor of my dead, fallen and never to be seen again 
partner who convinced me to fight this fucking god forsaken war in the first place. And if 
I do celebrate, it’s because I know that she will never have the chance to celebrate again. 
Fuck You.  
 
Brian: DRILL SARGEANT: It has come to my attention, ladies and gentleman… that 
Harmony has become the poison. Harmony can never be. It’s too complex for your eye to 
see. You’ve gone too far, and it has been decided… The world is to be no more. I will 
bring it to its knees and swiftly crush it. The universe shifts, a paradox of the future. Life, 
Death, Transformation. You’re occupation will remain unknown. No matter to all your 
clothes, no record of who you used to be.  
 
REBEL- A mush of mismatched body parts.  A patchwork of a being.  Angered but not 
angry.  Raged but not wrathful.  That is their job; to feel.  I just do as I am told.  You did 
this to yourselves, ya know.   
 
Stephanie: PTSD SOLDIER: I wanted them to pierce me with their bullets. To take me 
out of this world. But no, they grazed my side with a bullet, and out of that hole went my 
soul. I do not feel. I do not live. I could not bear to really be alive and know the pains 
which I have inflicted.  
 
RECRUIT: Me? A hero? Really? Are you sure you mean me? I’m not sure you have the 
right girl here. I’m not a hero. You need a soul who has the power to withstand those 
things. Huh. Me. ME. I’M a hero. I can do what must be done. Me. I. I can do what needs 
to be done. Why not me?  
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Lauren H: SOLDIER: My fathers face comes back to me. Would he be proud? Would I 
still find it in me to love him? Or have I lost that capacity? These fuckers want to play 
GOD. It is something I cannot endure. But I cannot endure venturing into a world that 
loves and lives and breathes and screams, not being able to give anything! so I reenlist, 
fall to my death, and become another nameless number.  
   
[INSERT Dallas ’ piece]  
[INSERT Thomas C’s piece]  
 
the battle continues around the stage while the ensemble sings...  
there is also a dance... of life and death... a single soul stops fighting in order to dance... 
this soul reenters the fight as the next soul stops fighting in order to dance  
 
SONG: Building Up  
   
Fighting the fight seems fine until it breaks you down  
Breaks you down  
I’m slippin’ away through your fingers  
But you don’t really care  
   
Well I guess I’d be lyin’ to you  
If I said this was okay  
I can only lie down for you in so many ways  
   
Fighting the fight seems fine until it breaks you down  
Breaks you down  
I’m slippin’ away through your fingers  
But you don’t really care  
   
Are we searchin’ for somethin’ that’s already found?  
Does this mean we’ll have to start from the ground again?  
   
Fighting the fight seems fine until it breaks you down  
Breaks you down  
 
 
CYCLE SIX- Fight for YOUR life.... new... identity...  
    but I told them...existence  
    assignments...  
 
TRANSITION    there is and EXPLOSION dance of the nuclear bomb... moves thru the 
ghost walk and   turns into the three day flower dance as the ensemble shares this piece...  
 
Ryan: But I told them it wasn’t about where I danced. I told them I danced for me.  
 
Kait Z: But I told them differently! I could be the greatest firefighter in the world. Even 
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those I was a girl, I would be the best and take that huge ass hose and it would fill up with 
water and I would get rid of the fire and save my cat from the burning building. And my 
mom would love me and say it was ok because I saved our cat  
Dallas : I will be magic. Fireball after fireball. Flying free in the sky. Spew spew spew. 
Huzah!  
 
Bryan : But I told them that I didn't need to be those things, that there were so many other 
things that I could do.  
 
Nicole: But I told them I will be the best ocean explorer ever!  Mom says that it was 
dangerous and that sharks were dangerous, whatever.  They're the coolest.  
 
Tony: But I told them… I will not go to class or get a job! I will wear leather, and ride 
motorcycles, and have big hair, and go to bonfires with my friends and drink booze!  
 
Lauren H: But I told them, no matter my insecurities I would understand this one day. I 
would OVERstand what brought me down what I feared most.  
 
Jasmine: But I told them I gotta be free and fly.   I gotta go.   Use my fire.    
 
Kelly M: But I told them I could be whatever I wanted.  
   
Kelly Z: I can be an astronaut... flying into space. I fly above the ground. One small step 
for me, one giant leap for woman kind!  
   
Shu: what I wished not to happen was in reality what needed to happen.  
 
Ashphord: But I told them I could be whatever I wanted to be!   
   




CYCLE SEVEN- Return.... triumph???    
    mastery... attainment  
 
TRANSITION- Mantras/tantras/the dance of  body... soul... self....  
the ensemble become voice and puppet for SELF using the mantras and sounds from 
archetype explorations... until they are each represent an archetype they share the 
following piece  
 
Lauren H: Will.  
Bryan : Can’t.  
Tony: Won’t.  
Ryan: Must.  
Nicole: I am.  
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Brian: I am.  
Ashphord: I am.  
Sara: Everything.  
Jasmine: Blank.  
Kelly Z: Beautiful.  
Dallas : Full.  
Stephanie: Trees  
Kelly M: Colors  
Shu: Must.  
Lauren H: I am.  
Bryan : Stars.  
Tony: Moon.  
Ryan: Planets  
Nicole: Earth  
Brian: I am.  
Ashphord: I am.  
Sara: Beautiful colors.  
Jasmine: I am.  
Kelly Z: I am.  
Kelly M: I did.  
Dallas : Shooting stars.  
Sara: I am.  
Shu: It is.  
Lauren H: Who do I see?  
ALL: I see you.  
   
   
Shu: Is the seed which has not yet grown into a flower just as beautiful?  
Kelly M: every stage of life and beauty’s growth  
Sara: a magnificent wonder.  
Dallas : Wonder fills the beautiful seed,  
Kelly Z: curious to grow into a root and then  
Jasmine: a bright green stalk abundant with marvelous petals.  
Sara: The stem one day will grow a most perfect bud and then  
Ashphord: at the right time, align with the body.  
Brian: The soul of the flower, the sun,  
Nicole: the bud will sense it is time to blossom into a beautiful flower.  
Ryan: The petals are blindingly red, blue, white, yellow  
Tony: moisture filled and soft to the touch like a silk sheet underneath my body.  
Bryan : The bright colors and beauty are nothing to shy away from.  
Lauren H: I embrace this beauty.  
ALL: I am a flower in bloom.  
 
 
SONG: One Day at a Time  
In all my life I’ve never been quite myself  
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And all my time is spent living for someone else  
And I’m just dying to be me for one more day  
For all my life I’ve tried to hide all my pain  
And every time it comes back twice, twice the same  
And I’m just trying to be me for one more day  
For one more day  
   
Just take it one day at a time  
When you’re ‘bout to lose your mind  
You can make it, you can make it  
You can make it baby  
Cause what don’t kill you makes you strong  
You can do it, just hold on  
You can make it, hold on one more day  
In every smile I find some peace that I can claim  
And every mile I walk I leave some of the pain  
And I’ma keep on walkin’ on for one more day  
For one more day  
 
Just take it one day at a time  
When you’re ‘bout to lose your mind  
You can make it, you can make it  
You can make it baby  
Cause what don’t kill you makes you strong  
You can do it, just hold on  
You can make it, hold on one more day  
   
   
   
   
 
EPILOGUE- THE JOURNEY  
 
Lauren H: I am man  
Bryan: I am child  
Tony: I am mother  
Ryan: I am father  
Nicole: I am guide  
Brian: Strength compels me  
Ashphord: The moon  
Sara: my goddess  
Jasmine: my light  
Kelly Z: my love  
Dallas: my guide  
Stephanie: heart  
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Kelly M: spirit  
Shu: mind  
Lauren H/Bryan: soul  
Tony/Ryan: I am one  
Nicole/Brian: I am two  
Ashphord/Sara: I am everything  
Jasmine/Kelly Z: From the tips of your toes,  
Dallas/Stephanie: To you heart and soul, it  
Kelly M/Shu: Is in your blood  





















































































































































































































































































































































































































(Call and response) 
This is my rifle, this is my gun 
It shoots to kill and maybe for fun 
This is my country, these are my men 
We die for you to reform them.  
I am a soldier, this is my war.  




















































































































































Cm9      Cm/Bb Dreams go on as deep as the ocean   
Ab    Ab/G  Fm    G11 Impossibly shaping reality   
Cm9      Cm/Bb The writer’s dreaming on a page   
Ab    Ab/G    Fm    G11 The paper screaming in ecstasy     
Cm      Ab      Eb They told me to hope so I found a dream   
Cm      Ab      Eb Rockets burning, dreaming in full swing   
Cm      Ab      Eb I’m stuck here dreaming wide awake   
Cm      Ab      Eb Dreaming, escaping my mind out to sea           
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Cm      Ab      Eb They told me to hope so I found a dream   
Cm      Ab      Eb Rockets burning, dreaming in full swing   
Cm      Ab      Eb I’m stuck here dreaming wide awake   
(rubato)  




F  G  Am              F  G  Am Fighting the fight seems fine until it breaks you down        F  G  Am Breaks you down 
 






Am     Am/G      F          C Well I guess I’d be lyin’ to you 
 
Am    G/B      C If I said this was okay   
 
Am    F       C I can only lie down for you  
 




F  G  Am                F  G
  Am Fighting the fight seems fine until it breaks you down 
 
      F  G  Am Breaks you down  
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THE SONG OF THE SEEKER   
Gm              Bb People are falling into spaces they can’t see  
Gm        Gm/F      Eb Strugglin’ in the dark, strugglin’ with themselves      Ab          Eb Oh to be free from all that is buried beneath           Ab          Eb Something is waitin’, waitin’ for me, for me   
F11        Gm      Bb And there are ties that keep us together  
      Gm        Bb Bind us to the side of the heart of the monster  
Gm      Bb Got to find some peace  
      Ab          Eb We need some peace, to keep the giants at bay  





Gm    Bb/F    Eb   So that one day we’ll fall across the sky     
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Gm         Bb/F           Eb   And hope the wind stops at our feet and says hello  
Gm             Bb/F             Eb    Bb/F 
  F/A Where have you been? Where have you been?  
Gm             Bb/F  Eb Where have you been, oh oh oh  
Gm                  F        Bb I’ve been findin’ a place where we can live  
Gm          Bb A place to call our own  
Gm            Bb Where we can make love, and break love  
    Ab          Eb And make rules to break rules if we choose  
  Ab          Eb Oh the right, the right to choose   
Gm             Bb/F             Eb    Bb/F 
  F/A Where have you been? Where have you been?  
Gm             Bb/F  Eb Where have you been, oh oh oh  
(rubato) 
 
Gm             Bb/F  EbMA7 I’ve been searchin’ for you 
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                 Cm 
Because I can,   
 
                  Cm/Bb 
And I care, 
 
                  F/A 
Because I can, 
 
                  F9 
And I care, 
 
                                    BbMA9 




(medium tempo, gospel groove) 
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CLASSES/EXTENDED WORKSHOPS Fall 2009  Andrienne Wilson  Singing pedagogy  Private lessons on the art of teaching/coaching the singing voice Fall 2009  Janet Rodgers  Vocal Extremes  Exploration of the vocal mechanism and sound made on stage, other than text Fall 2008  Janet Rodgers  Shakespeare:  
War of the Roses 




WORKSHOPS August 2009 VASTA conference  Patsy Rodenburg‐   Master Class The Second Circle  August 2009 VASTA conference  Kristen Linklater‐   Master Class Breath/body/text helping your student find center  August 2009 VASTA conference  Catherine Fitzmaurice‐   Master class de‐structuring/re‐structuring; principles of “tremoring” 
ACTING/DIRECTING­ Classes and extended workshops Fall 2008  Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates  Solo Performance A semester long class creating and staging a solo performance applying Ritual Poetic Drama within the African Continuum culminating in a public performance.  Spring 2008  Dr Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates  Coaching Shakespeare How to help actors apply Ritual and Emotional Mapping to classic texts  Spring 2007  Andre De'Sheilds  Master class­ presence and focus One week, three hours a day of techniques to develop presence and focus 
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Spring 2006  Kwame Kwei Armah  Master class­ cold reading/casting One week, three hours a day on professional practices concerning acting/directing 
INTERCULTURAL COMMUNICATIONS­ Workshops/training 2/2009   Brecht Forum: Institute For Popular Education,  Kayhan Irani     Boal techniques to address Internalized Racism Weekend workshop that explored fundamentals of Rainbow of Desire by Augusto Boal‐ Mask of Racism, Cops in the Head  3/2009   The Conciliation Project Annual Meeting and Retreat, Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates  Facilitating Dialogue on Racism Workshop in facilitating dialogues about racism, techniques in engaging participants and creating a safe space  3/2008   Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates  Listening Workshop deconstructing the process of listening and interrogating good listening practice for quality communication  6/2006 6/2005  NCORE  Various workshops National Conference on Race and Ethnicity (NCORE) – offered a multitude of works and processes concerning addressing and healing from racism in America. 
MOVEMENT/DANCE ­ Classes/extended workshops  Spring 2009  Master Class: Butoh  Maureen Freehill Spring 2007  Master Class: Choreography  Kabby Mitchell III  Fall 2006  Gratowski inspired movement laboratory  Drew Vidal and Joseph Carlson Spring 2006  Tap Basics  Melanie Richards Winter 2004  Ballet Basics 
Salsa/Merengue/Carribean 





 WORKSHOPS TCP annual meeting 2008  Exploration in Viewpoints and Escrima  Theo Macabeo TCP annual meeting  Tae Kwon Do  Donzell Lewis Alternate Roots Conference 2007  Open Space: Hip Hop Dance  Olive Dance Company 
PROFESSIONAL/ORGANIZATIONAL MEMBERSHIPS 2005 ‐ Present  Executive Board Member  The Conciliation Project 2003 ‐ Present  Board Member  The Conciliation Project 2008 ‐ Present  Treasurer  Guild of Graduate Students 2007 ‐ Present  Member  Alternate Roots 2009 ‐ Present  Member  Voice and Speech Trainers 
Association 2006 ‐ Present  Member  South Eastern Theatre Network 
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EDUCATION RELATED WORK EXPERIENCE 6/2007 ‐ 8/2007  Sound Design and Music Mentor  Shakespeare Festival LA: Will Power to Youth‐‐ Richmond 6/2007 ‐ 8/2007  Teacher­ Camp Ganim  Carole and Marcus Weinstein Jewish Community Center 4/2007 ‐ 6/2007  Performance Mentor and Program Facilitator  City Of Richmond, Department of Juvenile Services; Truancy 8/2006 ‐ 5/2007  Lighting Tech  Shafer Street Playhouse Newdick Theatre 8/2006  Project Coordinator  Washington Parks and Recreation The Hipnic 10/2006 ‐12/2006  Teaching Artist  Ascend, Inc.; elementary age after school theatre program 11/2004 ‐ 1/2006  Teacher/Day care provider  Legacy Montessori Day Care 6/2003 ‐ 8/2003  Associate Production Manager  Langston Hughes Performing Arts Center 
RELATED VOLUNTEER EXPERIENCE 2004  Teacher/Mentor Rainier Beach High School  Hit The Beach‐ Mentor and coach high school age students culminating in a community performance 









VCU Main Stage Production; Richmond, VA Director: Dr Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 11/2007   Festes  Twelfth Night William Shakespeare   Shafer Street Playhouse;  Richmond, VA Director: Janet Rodgers 8/2007   Rose  Fences  August Wilson   Sycamore Rouge Petersburg, VA Director Christopher Shorr 11/2006   Chorus (Nurse understudy)  Medea Euripides  VCU Main Stage Productions Richmond, VA Director: Heather Davies 11/2005   Ruby Johnson  Carry Me  Jenny Hundley  Newdick Theatre Richmond, VA Director: Jenny Hundley 
5/2004   Abiosaa  Les Blancs Lorraine Hansberry  Freehold: East Hall Seattle, WA Director: Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 2/2004   Narrator/Me Happy”  The Niggerette Series Rachel Ferguson  Freehold: East Hall Seattle, WA Director: Rachel Ferguson 







PERFORMANCE­ MUSICAL THEATRE 11/2009   Songs sung by Nell Carter  Ain't Misbehavin'  Richard Maltby Jr. Murray Horwitz  VCU Main stage Production; Richmond, VA Director: Patti D'Beck 7/2006   Billie Holiday  Lady Day at the Emerson Bar and 
Grill Lanie Roberts 
Sycamore Rouge Petersburg, VA Director: Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 
12/2004   Ensemble  Runaways  Elizabeth Swados  Paul Robeson Performing Arts Center Seattle, WA Director: Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 12/2002   Anita  Westside Story Laurents/ Burnstein/ Sondheim  
Langston Hughes Cultural Arts Center Director: Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 
PERFORMANCE­ STAGED READINGS 4/2008   Auntie and Black‐Indian Woman  Freedom Quilt  April Jones  Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre; Richmond, VA  Director: April Jones 7/2006   female  Skins Donyell Spotsville  Freehold Theatre Seattle, WA Director: Donyell Spotsville 11/2002   Valencia   God’s Rubble  Dan Owens  American Contemporary Theatre Seattle, WA Director: Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 
DIRECTING 5/2010   Director  A Thousand Faces: Every Day Heroes Collaborative   Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Richmond, VA 5/2009   Director  A Thousand Faces: Every Day Heroes Collaborative   Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Richmond, VA 
11/2009 
 
Director  Wine in the Wilderness Alice Childress  Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Richmond, VA 4/2008   Director  The Mixed Tape/Forgive Me/Time Olisa Enrico‐Johnson  Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Richmond, VA 
















SOUND DESIGN/OPERATION 12/2009   Sound Design   For Colored Girls who can't stay still Jasmine Coles  Firehouse Theatre Director:  Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 12/2008   Sound Design Sound Board Operator  Solo Performance class fall 2008  Firehouse Theatre Director:  Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates  11/2008   Sound Design Sound Board Operator  uncle tom: de­constructed The Conciliation Project  New Orleans Fringe Festival Director:  Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 4/2008   Sound Design Sound Board Operator  PIC: the prison industrial complex  The Conciliation Project  Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Director:  Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 8/2007   Sound Design Sound Board Operator   Romeo and Juliet William Shakespeare  Firehouse Theatre Will Power to Youth: Richmond 5/2003   Sound Board Operator  The Laramie Project Moises Kaufmann  The Little Theatre Off Broadway Seattle, WA 
MUSIC DIRECTING  2007  Music Director  Global SeXXXism: un­wrapped The Conciliation Project  Sycamore Rouge Petersburg, VA Director:  
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Dr Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 2007  Music Director  uncle tom: de­constructed The Conciliation Project  Sycamore Rouge Petersburg, VA Director: Dr Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 
SINGING COACHING 12/2004   Voice Coach  Into the Woods  Broadway Performance Hall Seattle, WA Director: Maureen Freehill 
DIALECT COACHING 2007  Southern American  A Day of Absence  Newdick Theatre Richmond, VA Director: Ebony Arunga 2007  Standard British  Black Comedy   Shafer Alliance Laboratory Theatre Richmond, VA Director: Walid Chaya 
OTHER PRODUCTION EXPERIENCE 11/2008   Lighting Tech  First Year Discovery Project  VCU Theatre 8/2003  Associate Production Manager  The Soul of Beauty and the Beast  The Paramount Theatre Langston Hughes Summer Musical 5/2003   Stage Manager  The Laramie Project  The Little Theatre Off Broadway 5/2003  Run Crew   Gi Gi  Civic Light Opera 




5/2004  Staged reading  An Act of Faith­ a one act  Little Theatre Off Broadway Seattle, WA 
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WRITING CONTRIBUTIONS AND COLLABORATIONS 2010  A Thousand Faces: Every Day Heroes  Richmond, Virginia 2009  A Thousand Faces: Every Day Heroes  Richmond, Virginia 2009  The Bottom Line  Richmond, Virginia 
2007  PIC: Prison Industrial Complex  Richmond, Virginia 
2005  Global SeXXXism" un­wrapped   Seattle, Washington 
2004  Stolen Land: border crossings,   Seattle, Washington 
2003  Yellow Fever: the internment,   Seattle, Washington 
 MUSIC PRODUCTION/PERFORMANCE My role as a performing artist is a culmination of works that began in the womb of my mother while she sat at the piano and wrote her songs of freedom, struggle and love. Music is the original medium of performance that I engaged in as early as memory relates. The foundational elements of my experiments with the stage and its majesty were nurtured with experiences of music performance that could not be encapsulated in a paragraph, a page or chapter. Born into a family of musicians and active performers, a culture of art and expression was woven into the fabric of my soul. Successively through my life Rock N Roll, Folk, Soul, Reggae, Blues, Jazz, Funk, 
Spoken Word and Hip­Hop have been explored separately and in fusion.  I am a Singer/Songwriter/MC/Poet that plays Keyboards, Bass, Drums and Guitar. Though I have no formal training and cannot read and write music I have been blessed to work on collaborations, performances, recordings, and shared the stage with phenomenal artists in and around the Seattle, Puget Sound area, including Thadeus “Thadilac” Turner of Maktub and his big brother Gerald “Tugboat” Turner and of CherryWine and solo artists Gabriel Teodros, Piece and Choklate. Also in the Seattle, WA area I performed the role of Lead Vocalist for the bands Phat Phunk Productions, Goodybag, Sassyfras as well as working as a solo artist. In addition to the local wonders are the national and international artists that I have had the opportunity to record, perform or jam with. Recording with MegaNut of Weapon of 
Choice out of Los Angeles, or sitting on a panel on women in Hip‐Hop with Medusa, or inviting Grammy Nominated bluesman Billy Branch up to my microphone to jam with Phat Phunk at one of our weekly nights. Countless artists, venues, styles, forms and roles I have played on music’s stage. I have sung for Audiences ranging from 10,000 to one, at festivals, Rallies, Conferences, Parties, street performances, poetry slams, nightclubs, and Commemorative Events. I have graced microphones and stages with songs and poetry across the nation and very recently internationally as I participated in a poetry event in Belgrade, Serbia. It was in my need to become a better performer in my endeavors with music that theatre found me and I was immediately and intensely ruptured by theatre’s beauty and versatility as a mode of expression and as a vehicle for life.  
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 OTHER SKILLS/HOBBIES/INTERESTS 
 Graphic design 
 Painting 
 Photography 
 Music and audio production 
 Computer systems 
 Poetry 
 Fashion design 
 Massage 
 Acutonics 
 Gluten‐free cooking and baking 
 
 REFERENCES 
Dr. Noreen Barnes 
Virginia Commonwealth 
University Director of Graduate Studies  Theatre department BOX 842524 Performing Arts Center Richmond, VA (804) 827‐1677 nbarnesm@vcu.edu 
Professor Janet B. Rodgers 
Virginia Commonwealth 
University Undergraduate Head of Performance: Head of Graduate  Voice and Speech Pedagogy Theatre department BOX 842524 Performing Arts Center Richmond, VA (804) 827‐6557 jrodgers@vcu.edu 
Dr. Tawnya Pettiford‐Wates 
Virginia Commonwealth 
University Assistant Professor Theatre department BOX 842524 Performing Arts Center Richmond, VA (804) 827‐1584 tpettifordwa@vcu.edu 
  
